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THE SCHOOLMASTER’S TOUR. 
With two Engravings. 


[Continued from p. 223.] 
RATED 

Wauart various evils man await, 
In this sad sublunary state ! 
No sooner is he cheer’d by joy, 
Than sorrow comes, and pains annoy j 
And scarce his lips are op’d to bless ~ 
The transient gleam of happiness, 
Than dire Misfortune shews its pow’r, 
And the black tempest ’gins to low’r, 


Thus, while the Doctor smiling stole 
From the clear glass each witty scroll, 
He felt, to interrupt the treat, 

The scalding torment in his feet ; 
And, thus awaken’d from his trance, 
Began to skip, and jump, and dance. 
‘* Take off my shoes,” he raving cried, 
‘© And let my gaiters be untied :” 
When Dolly, with her nimble hand, 
Instant obey’d the loud command ; 
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And, as he loll’d upon the chair, 

His feet and ankles soon were bare. 
Away th’ impatient damsel run, 

To cure the‘mischief she had done ; 

And soon return’d with liquid store, 

To rub his feet and ankles o’er : 

Nor was her tender office vain, 

She soon assuag’d the raging pam. 

A tear was seen in Dolly’s eye, 

And her kind bosom heav’d a sigh. 

«+ Be not, my girl, with care opprest ; 

«< [’m now,”’ says Syntax, ‘* quite at rest ; 
«* My anger’s vanish’d with the pain, 

** No more, my dear, shall [ complain, 
«* Smce, to get rid of my disaster, 

** So fair a maid presents the plaster.” 
Thus did he Dolly’s care beguile, 

And turn’d her tears into a smile: 

But, while she cool’d the raging part, 
She somehow warm’d the Doctor’s heart ; 
And, as she rubb’d the ointment in, 

He pinch’d her cheeks, and chuck’d her chin; 
And, whefi she had redress’d his shanks, 
He with a kiss bestow’d his thanks: 
While gentle Dolly, nothing loath, 
Consenting smil’d, and took them both. 
“ I think,”’ said she, “* you'd better stay, 
‘** Nor travel further on, to-day.” 

And tho’ she said it with a smile, 

His steady purpose to beyuile, 

The Doctor clos’d the kind debate, 

By ord’ring Grizzle to the gate. 


Now, undisturb’d, he took his way, 
And travell’d till the close of day ; 
When, to delight his wearied eyes, 
Before him Oxford’s tow’rs arise. 
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* Oh, Alma Mater !” Syntax cried, 

«¢ My present boast, my early pride; 

‘* To whose protecting care I owe 

«* All I’ve forgot, and all I know ; 

«* Deign from your nurseling to receive 
«« The homage that his heart can give. 
“* Hail! sacred, ever-honour’d, shades, 
«© Where oft I woo’d th’ immortal maids ; 
<‘ Where strolling oft, at break of day, 
‘*¢ My feet have brush’d the dews away ! 
‘* By Isis and by Cherwell’s stream, 

‘¢ How oft I wove the classic dreain, 

‘‘ Or sought the cloisters dim, to meet 
‘¢ Pale Science in her lone retreat ! 

«¢ The sight of you again inspires 

‘¢ My bosom with its former fires ; 

‘‘ I feel again the genial glow 

‘¢ That makes me half forget the woe, 
‘¢ And all my aching heart could tell, 

‘* Since last I bid these scenes farewell.’’ 


Thus Syntax moev’d, in sober pace, 
Beset with academic grace ; 
While Grizzle bore him up the towr, 
And at the Mitre set him down. 
The night was pass’d in soft repose, 
The clock struck nine ere he arose, 
The barber now applies his art, 


To shave him clean, and make him smart: 


From him he learn’d that Dicky Bend, 
His early academic friend, 

As a reward for all his knowledge, 

Was now the Provost of his college ; 
And Fame declar’d that he had clear, 
At least, twelve hundred pounds a year. 
“QO ho!” says Syntax, ‘if that’s true, 
*¢ 1’m sure I cannot better do 
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«¢ Than further progress to delay, 

«© And with friend Dicky pass a day,” 
Away he hied, and soon he found him, 
With all his many comforts round him, 
The Provost hail’d the happy meeting, 
And, after kind and mutual greeting, 
To make inquiries he began, 

And thus the conversation ran :— 


Provost, 

‘* Good Doctor Syntax, I rejoice 
‘* Once more to hear your well-known voice } 
‘* To dine with us, I hope you'll stay,— 
‘*« There is a college-feast to day, 
“«* Full many a year is gone and past 
‘* Since we beheld each other last ; 
‘© Fortune has kindly dealt with me, 
** As you, my friend, may clearly see; f 
** And pray how has she dealt with thee ?” 


SYNTAX. 
** Alas! alas! I’ve play’d the fool ; 
** IT took a wife, and keep a school ; 
‘* And, while on dainties you are fed, 
** IT scarce get butter to my bread,” 


Provost. 

‘¢ IT grieve to hear your plans miscarried ; 
‘* For my part, I have never married : 
‘* | hope then that your visit here 
«« Is with some view to mend your cheer, 
«* My services you may command, 
*¢ I offer them with heart and hand ; 
‘«¢ And while you think it right to stay, 
‘* You’ll make this house your home, I pray.” 


SYNTAX, 
‘* I’m going further, on a scheme, 
** Which you may think an idle dream; 
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ss At the fam’d Lakes to take a look, 
** And of my Journey make a Book.” 


Provost. 

«¢ T know full well that you have store 
s¢ Of ancient and of classic lore; 
«s And, surely, with your weight of learning, 
‘¢ And all your critical discerning, 
‘* You might produce a work of name, 
*¢ To fill your purse, and give you fame. 
s* How oft have we together sought 
s* Whate’er the ancient sages taught ?” 


SYNTAX. 
‘¢ T now perceive that all your knowledge 
** Is pent, my friend, within your college ; 
** Learning’s become a very bore,— 
‘* That fashion long since has been o’er. 
*¢ A Bookseller may keep his carriage, 
‘** And ask ten thousand pounds in marriage; 
«* May have his mansion in a square, 
‘© And build a house for country air ; 
“* And yet ’tis odds the fellow knows 
** If Horace wrote in verse or prose. 
*¢ Could Doctor G in chariot ride, 
‘¢ And take each day his wine, beside, 
s¢ If he did not contrive to cook, 
‘© Each year, his Tour into a book ; 
‘¢ A flippant, flashy, flow’ry style, 
s* A lazy morning to beguile ; 
** With, ev’ry other leaf, a print 
‘¢ Of some fine view in aqua-tint’ ? 
‘© Such is the book I mean to make, 
‘¢ And I’ve no doubt the work will take; 
*¢ For, tho’ your wisdom may decry it, 
‘¢ The simple folk will surely buy it, 
‘¢ T will allow it is but trash, 
‘* But then it furnishes the cash,” 
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Provost. 


‘¢ Why things are not the same, I fear, 
** As when we both were scholars here ; 
‘¢ I therefore wish you all success, 
‘«* And all good luck and happiness ; 
‘¢ Myself, and all my college tribe, 
‘* Depend upon it, will subscribe.” 


At length, the bell began to call 
To dinner, in the college-hall ; 
The guests did not delay to meet, 
Lur’d by the bounty of the treat. 
The formal salutations over, 
Each drew his chair, and seiz’d his cover ; 
The Provost, in collegiate pride, 
Plac’d Doctor Syntax by his side ; 
And soon they heard the hurrying feet 
Of those who bore the smoky meat. 


Behold the dishes due appear— 
Fish in the van, beef in the rear ; 
But he who the procession led, 
By some false step or aukward tread, 
Or curs’d by some malignant pow’r, 
Fell headlong on the marble floor ! 
Ah, heedless wight! ah, hapless dish ! 
Ah! all the luxury of fish 
Thus in a moment spoil’d and wasted, 
Ah! never, never to be tasted ! 
But one false step begets another, 
So they all tumbled one o’er t’other : 
And now the pavement was bestrew’d 
With roast and boil’d, and fried and stew’d. 
The waiters squall’d, their backs bespatter’d 
With scalding sauce; the dishes clatter’d 
In various discord; while the brawl 


Re-echoed thro’ th’ astonish’d hall. 
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*s Well,” said a Don, “ as I’m a sinner, 

** We must go elsewhere for a dinner,” 

‘* Tis no such thing,”’ the Head replied, 
*¢ You all shall soon be satisfied : 

‘* We are but ten; I’m sure there’s plenty ; 
‘* T order’d full enough for twenty. 

‘* ] see, my friends, the haunch unspoil’d, 
«¢ With chickens roast, and turkey boil’d ; 
‘¢ The ven’son pasty is secure, 

«* The marrow pudding’s safe and sure ; 

‘¢ With ham, and many good things more, 
«¢ And tarts, and custards, full a score. 

‘* Sure, here’s enough to cut and carve ;— 
‘© To-day, I think, we shall not starve: 

‘«* But still Pll make the boobies pay 

‘* For the good things they’ve thrown away.” 
Thus soon each eager eye was cheer’d 
With all the plenty that appear’d ; 

They ate, they drank, they smok’d, they talk’d, 
And round the college-garden walk’d ; 
But the time came (for time will fly) 
When Syntax was to say—good-bye. 

His tongue could scarce his feelings tell, 
Could scarce pronounce the word, farewell ! 
The Provost too, whose gen’rous heart 

In those same feelings bore a part, 

Told him, when he should want a friend, 
To write, or come, to Dicky Bend. 


Next morning, at an early hour, 
Syntax proceeded on his tour ; 
And, as he pac’d along the way, 
The scene of many a youthful day, 
He thought ’twould give his book an air, 
If Oxford were well painted there ; 
And, as he curious look’d around, 
He saw a rising piece of ground, 
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From whence the spires of the city 
Would make a picture very pretty ; 
Where Radcliffe’s dome would intervene, 
And Magd’len-tower crown the scene. 
So Grizzle to an hedge he tied, 

And to the spot impatient hied ; 

But, as he sought to choose a part 
Where he might best display his art, 

A wicked bull no sooner view’d him, 
Than loud he roar’d, and straight pursu’d him. 
The Doctor, finding danger near, 

Flew swiftly on the wings of Fear, 

And nimbly clamber’d up a tree, 

That gave him full security ; 

But as he ran to save his bacon, 

By hat and wig he was forsaken ; 

His sketch-book too he left behind, 

A prey to the unlucky wind ; 

While Grizzle, startled by the rout, 
Broke from the hedge, and pranc’d about. 
Syntax, still trembling with affright, 
Clung to the tree with all his might ; 
Then call’d for help,—and help was near, 
For dogs, and men, and boys appear ; 

So that his foe was fore’d to yield, 

And leave him master of the field. 

No more of roaring bulls afraid, 

He left the tree’s protecting shade ; 

And, as he pac’d the meadow round, 

His hat, his wig, his hook he found. 

** Come, Grizzle, come,” the Doctor said ; 
The faithful steed his call obey’d : 

So Grizzle once more he bestrode, 

Nor look’d behind,—but off he rode. 


[To be continued.] 
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A TRIBUTE 


TO THE VIRTUES OF MR. WILBERFORCE, 
i ee 


Umbrata gerit civili tempora quercu. 
ee ee 


Lo! where the son of Chatham sleeps ! 

Jn solemn pomp Britannia weeps, 
To unblench'd honour true ; 

And, lo! she bids her banners wave, 

And wreathes, to crown her Nelson’s grave, 
The laurel mix’d with yew. 


Tis meet she should ; with patriot might, 
In council one, and one in fight ; 
His glorious cause achiev'd ! 
But will she slight a gallant son, 
Whose virtue hath a conquest won, 
Nobler than Valour gain’d, or Wisdom e’er conceiv’d ? 


What! tho’ to swell his trophied pride, 
From Spain,.: or Nile’s Egyptian side, 
No navies sweep along ; 
Nor Gallia shrink appall’d to hear, 
Bursting the iron gates of war, 
The thunder of his tongue ? 


Touch’d by that tongue of murky hue, 
The fiend Oppression starts to view 
And own Ithuriel’s spear ;— 
Shout, Afric! as the monster flies, 
And see, to glad thy longing eyes, 
Bright Faith and golden Hope,—calm Peace and 
Love, appear, 


Nor thou, Britannia ! scorn the strain 
That hails thee wash’d from crimson stain, 
More vig’rous, and more fair : 
Far less the praise, the triumph less, 
Mankind to injure than to bless, 
To ravage than to spare. 
VOL. I. 2N 
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Shame and Destruction, like a flood, 
O’erwhelm’d a city built in blood, 
And ’stablish’d upon wrong ; 
But justice is the purest gem 
That decks a royal diadem, 
«As Uriel’s visage bright, as Michael’s buckler 
strong.” 


Warm in his country’s cause, a Bard remote 

From cities, thus declar’d the dictates of his soul : 
When straight a voice, more sweet and clear 

Than Alpine honey, on his ear in heav’nly accents stole. 
** Q, mortal! Slander may assail 
«‘ The Christian patriot’s course, and veil, 

‘¢ Tho’ not obscure, his fame; 
** But holiest feelings rule above, 
** And, beading at the throne of Love, 

‘* Celestial spirits smile on WILBERFORCE’S name.” 





_ Ts 


TRANQUILLITY. 
The following beautiful Ode is from Mr. Coleridge’s “ Friend.” 
RRR 
TRANQUILLITY ! thou better name 
Than all the family of Fame! 


Thou ne’er wilt leave my riper age 

To low Intrigue, or factious Rage : 

For, O! dear child of thoughtful Truth, 

To thee | gave my early youth, 

And left the bark, and blest the steadfast shore, 

Ere yet the tempest rose and scar’d me with its roar, 





Who late and lingering seeks thy shrine, 
On him but seldom, Power divine, 
Thy spirit rests! Satiety 
And Sloth, poor counterfeits of thee, 
Mock the tir’d worldling. Idle Hope 
And dire Remembrance interlope, 
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And vex the fev’rish slumbers of the mind : 
The bubble floats before, the spectre stalks behind ! 


But me thy gentle hand will lead, 
At morning, thro’ th’ accustom’d mead; 
And in the sultry summer’s heat 
Will build me up a mossy seat 5 
And when the gust of autumn crowds 
And breaks the busy moonlight clouds, 
Thou best the thought canst raise, the heart attune; 
Light as the busy clouds, calm as the gliding moon: 


The feeling heart, the searching soul, 
To thee I dedicate the whole ! 
And while within myself I trace 
The greatness of some future race; 
Aloof with hermit eye I scan 
The present works of present man— 
A wild and dream-like trade of blood and guile, 
Too foolish for a tear, too wicked for a smile ! 








MES ADIEUX AUX MUSES. 
EPITRE A MR, D * * *, 
ae 


Muses, n’attendez point, par des veeux superflus, 
Que je fatigue encor, les Echos assidus ; 

Et séduit de nouveau, par de vaines promesses, 
Que mon ceur alluré compte sur vos caresses. 
L’enchantement finit, assez et trop longtems 

De l'erreur j’ai suivi le fantéme imposant ; 

La Vérite détruit votre aimable F éerie— 

Ces palais enchantés, cette rive fleurie, 

Par dégrés obscurcis et dans ]’ombre perdus, 

Tels que ces feux follets, sont déja disparus, 

Je puis, vaines Circés, malgré votre magie, 
Découvrir les ressors de votre perfidie, 
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Prodigues de vos dons, avares 4 la fois, 
Pour d'autres sont vos fleurs, les epines pour moi ! 
Vous montrez le bonheur, méme il semble sourire, 
Mais desqu’ou le saisit, comme un souge il expire ; 
Et ne laisse a notre sens, bientét désabusé 

Qu'un regret d'un sommeil que nous avoit flatté. 
Sur les ailes du tems, jai franchi la jeunesse, 

Ce cercle de plaisirs, de délire et d’yvresse, 

Ou le prisme imposteur de la prévention 

Fait un étre réel de toute fiction. 

Ou l’esprit exalté dans ce qui l’environne, 

Voit d'une Déité, la main qui le couronne. 

Et pour mieux l’égarer, I’ imagination 

Préte d’un corps, la forme, a son illusion.— 

Alors tout se transforme et se métamorphose, 

Et déja du plaisir, il croit cueillir la rose ; 

Ii distingue dans lair, des Sylphes amoureux 

Des Nayades dans l'eau, et des Sylvains fougueux, 
Poursuivant dans les bois, les Dryades timides ; 
Aurore tout een pleurs, les paupiéres humides, 
Attendant le retour des volages zéphirs. 

De l’ Echo, les accens, sont pour lui les soupirs, 
D’une nymphe cruelle a gémir condamnée 

Pour avoir dédaigné le fils de Cythérée. 

Six lustres eflucés, sans espoir de retour, 

De ma raison trop lente, ont avancé le cours ; 

Et trente ans depuis hier, expirés, sur ma téte, 

De votre télescope, ont troubié la lunette. 

Ce qui paroissoit grand, en atéme changé, 

Rentre dans le néant, apeine envisage. 

Deja, sur vos faveurs, du vrai, la main active, 

A passé, de l’oubli, l’éponge destructive— 

Vos berceaux fabuleux, ne m‘interessent plus, 

Et je plains les momens, qu’avec vous j’ai perdus, 
De mon tems, j’aurois pu faire, un meilleur usage, 
Des fleurs du sentiment embellir son passage ; 
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Voir au sein du présent un trésor veritable, 
Lire, dans l'avenir un charme inaltérable, 
Voir dans des biens si doux la pure volupte, 
M’enivrer a longs traits de ma félcitée. 
Ce regrét qui me touche, et l’ardeur, qui m’enchante, 
Me dévoilent, des Dieux, Vintluence puissante ; 
En un étre nouveau je me sens transporté, 

Pour les piaisirs du vrai, tout homme fut forme, 
Un rayon de clarté, en m’eclairant m’enflamme, 
Dans chacun de mes sens, il repartit non ame. 
Adieu! Muses, adieu! vos dois, votre faveur 

En égarant Vesprit, ne touchent poiut le ceeur 3 
Différeus en leurs gouts, l'un chérit la chimére, 
L’antre fuit d’un faux jour la lueur mensongére, 

En vous divinisant, un fut un étourdi, 

Par l’autre son encens fit teujours dementi ; 

De prestiges nourri, l'un suivit Vimposture, 

cunemi de tout art, autre suit la Nature; 
Dépouillant vos tableaux, d’un brillant emprunté 
J’y cherche mais en vain un trait de vérité, 
Cessez de vous vanter, de vaines gloriolles, 
Aujourd’hui l‘amitié reaverse vos iddles ; 

Et sans plus divérer, je vais sur ses autels, 

Abjurer moa erreur par des veeux solemnels, 
Je depose a ses pieds, mon encens, vos guirlandes, 
Puisse won répentir embellir mes offrandes! 

La balance a la main, au poids de |’equité, 

L’illusion le céde a la réalité. 
C’en est fait; loin de moi méprisables coquettes, 
Allez a d’autres fous, déebiter vos sornettes ; 
Vantez votre Hélicon et Pégase forbu, 
Endormez vos mignoas, d’ua conte rebattu, 
Je rirai, desormais de votre extravagance, 

De leur crédulite, de leur folle ignerauce ! 
Pour amuser le sage, il faut en couvenir, 
Furent formés les sots, qui peut le démentir? 
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Ils se trouvent parfaits, et tous croient savoir plaire, | 
Et eette indemnité les venge du contraire. 5 
Pour modeéle je prends le sage Sesostris ; | 
Un jour, deux Deéités, a ses regards surpris 
S‘offrirent a la fois, l'une étoit séduisante, 
Cétoit la Volupté, l'autre étoit imposante ; 
Elle avoit l’abord froid, mais plein de majesté, 
C’étoit de la raison, l’aimable Deite, 

Sésostris d'un baiser, aborda la premiére, 
Pour toujours il donna son ceeur a la derniere ; 
Quoique jeune il sentit que le vuide du ceeur, 
Est le foyer des maux, des vices, de l’erreur 
Calme et sans nul remord, a l’abri de l’orage | 
Le jour qui menacoit, fut pour lui sans nuage = 
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Il fut bon, généreux, il connit l amitié, 


Pour les cceurs corrompus, le sien fit sans pitie. 
a ke ee ee OR a 


Ami dans ce tableau, que j’expose a ta vue, 


se ae a ay AON CE 


J’admire, de ton cceur la peinture ingénue ! 
Mais pourquoi t’écrier, qu’un crayon indulgent, 
Sous des traits si flatteurs t’offre tout different ; 
Et me poussant a bout, par trop de modestie, 
Taxer ma Muse a tort d’un grain de flatterie ; 
La veérité broya les couleurs du portrait, 

La justice assembla jusqu’au plus petit trait ; 
L’amitié les transmet chacun sous sa nuance, 
Et Peeil non prevenu, saisit la ressemblance. 


Great Dean's Yard. Cuev. Du B. 








GENEALOGIA, 
eI 
AULE atavis lauté jactas te ingentibus ortum, 
Virtutem et laudem te retinere patris ; 
Degener Aule ! tuis majoribus omnia debes, 


Debebit, credo nil tibi posteritas, 
CLIO. 
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ORIANA. 


ee 


‘Waar dulcet tones, from those majestic trees, 


Close by the side of youder purling stream, 
Hang languishing upon the southern breeze, 
And dance on chaste Diana’s love-sick beam ? 


How soft, how faint, how sweetly thrill the notes, 
Like some good genius on enchanted ground ! 
How slow the music in the mid air floats, 
And casts a pleasing melancholy round ! 


Tis Oriana, seated on the grass 
(Her hair dishevell’d and her bosom bare), 
Tells to the flying moments, as they pass, 
Her days of pleasure, and her years of care, 


Her warbling flute hangs loosely by her side, 
And sorrows Beauty sets upon her face ; 
Her sad black eyes look pensive at the tide, 

And speak her feelings with a silent grace, 


She once was happy, fortunate, and gay, 
Nor ever dreamt of a less happy doom ; 
A cruel cannon tore her love away, 
And sent him bravely to an early tomb, 


Her father’s fortune, now her only stay, 

By frequent indiscretion quick was gone ; 
Her friends retire one by one away, 

And Oriana now remains alone. 


Like a lost lamb, that from the flock has stray‘d, 
She knows not where to lay her aching head ; 
But ev’ry villager, by pity sway’d, 
Will ne’er refuse her shelter, milk, and bread. 





Re ty. Aas. Epty. 
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A POETICAL EFFUSION 
ON THE DEATH OF LORD NELSON, 


Spoken by Mr. Fawcett, in the Character of a Post-Captain, at the 
Theatre Royal, Birmingham, with unboaaded Applause. 


SER IIe 


Cease, fruitless tears! Why, Britain, dos tthou meurn > 
Thy Nelson lives in Life’s eternal morn; 
His soul, eunobled, flew from whence it came ; 
He liv'd to die, and died to live again : 
Born but to conquer, conquer but to save, 
Aud scatter freedom o'er the abject wave ! 


His glorious conquests mock historic fame, 
And partial Vict’ry’s pregnant with his name ; 
With Fame triumphant sweeps surrounding skies, 
Disdaining earth, to claim a heav'nly prize, ; 
And shame proud France with prouder victories. 
Tho’ calm his soul when peaceful Commerce sinil’d, 
His manners gentle, and his accents mild, 
When jealous anger wounded Britain’s rest, 
Indignant courage fir’d his manly breast ! 
Where danger blaz’d, the gallant Chief was found, 
Like angry Jeve, hurling destruction round. 
Unknown to Fear, but Danger well he knew, 
And, where she thunder’d, there he thunder’d toe; 
His sing/e arm united pow’rs detied,— 


He liv'd in glory, and in glory died. 


How chal! E paint, on Thought’s sublimest wing, 
His latest triumph, and his glories sing ? 
The mighty strife the trident-god beheld, 
Where able chiefs, revelling and repell'd, 
In battle dreadful, burning with desire, 
For Britain’s proudest claim, fre flash’d on fire, 
Ship grappl'd ship, whilst Havoc trembling stood,— 
Up sprung old Neptune from the foaming flood, 
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And thus address’d his brave, his darling son:— 

‘* The contest’s hard, the battle not yet won; 

Yet Vict’ry smiles, and Vict’ry e’er shall smile 

On Britain, Freedom’s truly favour'’d Isie. 

But thou, my son, must leave this spot of earth; 

For mortals now grow jealous of thy birth: 

Know thou’rt immortal, and command is giv’tt 

In Vict’ry’s arms to bear thee home to Heav’n. 

Hark! Glory calls thee to the blest abode, 

To live in peace with an eternal God! 

And may each Briton, true to Britain’s cause, 

Like thee, defend her liberties and laws ! 

Her sacred rights, secur’d by Freedom’s wing, 

Her golden Commerce, and her gracious Kine !” 
J. FAULKNER, 








DEDICATED TO Mr. ACKERMANN. 
ate ES ae 

WELL, indeed; Mr. ACKERMANN, here we have got 

A book full of rhymes, and the devil kuows what, 
And with rapture I gaze on your pages ; 

For, so choice your selections, they’re form’d to delight, 

I could con o’er each subject from morning fill night, 
And read them for ages and ages, 

You have certainly furnish’d a wonderful treat, 

And with good honest welcome each Number I greet, 
In whose leaves such rich gaiety revels ; 

Your stanzas will put all our cares to the rout, 

Cure the phthisic, the vapours, the colick, and cout, 
Atid drive away all the blue devils. 


When perusing the jaunts of old Syntax and such, 
I confess that each anecdote pleases me inuch, 
And with me time flies pleasant and cheerly ; 
Your Editor, Sir, is.a good jolly soul, 
Seems fond of his friend, of the Muse, and his bowl, 
And I love such a character dearly, 
VOL. I 20 
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I applaud him right well for his judgment and taste,— 
His language is pure, and his verses are chaste, 

In his stanzas no libertine bellows ; 
They’re a set of odd subjects, in very odd rhymes, 
Made up at odd moments, in very odd umes, 

By a medley of very odd fellows. 


Even prudes may look on, but ’twill nothing avail, 
Their sneers aad remarks will all certainly fail, 
And their preaching opinions miscarry ; 
Could I at this moment give Vengeance her scope, 
I would tie them all tight réund the neck with a rope, 
And bundle them off to old Harry. 


Then heed not what poor needy critics may say, 
Whose opinions can only exist for a day, 
I know you’re good-natur’d and willing; _ 
So much on each forthcoming Number I deat, p 
That, to keep your poetical budget afloat, . : 
I would willingly spend my last shilling. - 
An Opp FE ttow. 





ANACREON.—Ode XXIII. 
—_—SEa 
Cou p riches e’er add to short life but a year, 
What a stingy old miser I'd be; 
That when with his summons grim Death should appcar, 
To depart [ might give him a fee. 





But since this on earth is not granted to man, 
Oh ! why should we toil or complain ? 

If to die ’tis decreed, do the utmost we can, 
All our labour and riches are vain, 


The bus'ness henceforth of this life let it be, 
And to this will 1 ever attend, 

To join in the bumper, the catch, and the glee, 
Or converse with a sociable friend. 

P—n’s Barn, Devonshire. 
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WILLIAM AND MARY; OR, LOVE AND 


MURDER. 
A TALE. 


aR ampere 


“?T1s false /” he cried, ‘* she is not gone; 


«© Such goodness cannot stray.” 
«¢ William, indeed thy Mary’s flown, 
* And with a soldier gay. 


‘* T saw them by yon spreading tree, 
‘* That shades the village-green ; 

‘* Till the box-hedge ’twixt them and me 
‘¢ They pass’d, and were unseen.” 


«¢ Distracting thought! ah, Mary! curst 
«< That fatal hour shall be; 

«¢ When, lur’d by Music’s charms, I first 
‘s Went ’cross the vale with thee. 


«¢ How happier far had been my fate, 
‘* In lasting deafness bound ; 

‘¢ Had I ne’er heard the cymbal’s beat, 
‘«¢ Nor trumpet’s shrilly sound. 


<¢ Yet Pll ascend the mountain’s brow, 
‘¢ I'll search the valley deep, 

‘s Where she was wont to milk her cow, 
«* Or tend her grazing sheep. 


‘¢ T’ll ford the little silver stream 
‘* That murmurs round the grove;— 


‘* The grove, where first, ah! bliss supreme, 


‘*‘ She, blushing, own’d her love.” 


Vain, William search’d the mountains brow, 


In vain the valley deep ; 
Here graz’d, unmilk’d, his Mary’s cow, 

There fed, unwatch’d, her sheep. 
202 
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Now o’er the stream he lightly bounds, 
And penetrates the grove ; 

Now stays his course, alarm’d by sounds, 
But not the sounds of love, 


New terrors seiz'd his anguish’d soul, 
Led on by groans and sighs ; 
No platted thorns nor briers control, 
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As thro’ each path he flies. 


As when some tigress, seeking prey, 
Her young, eudanger’d, hears, 

Bends tow’rds their cries her rapid way, 
Iimpeli’d by vengeful fears ;— 


So William flew, and, in the bow’r, 
Form'd by their mutual care, 

Where Love had shorten’d many an hour, 
He found the frantic fair. 


Whence glooin'd the darkest, thickest shade, 
The trembling maiden stood ; 

Her had sustain’d a polish’d blade, 
That reek’d with huinaa blood! 


Approaching steps increas’d her fear, 
** Dost thou yet live 2” she cried ; 

** Ah, villain! were my William near, 
‘** Thou long ere this hadst died, 


** But shouldst thou dare jnsult me more, 
** The Heav'ns will take my part; 

‘* Thy sword, already stain’d with gore, 
‘* Shall plunge juto thine heart!” 


** Then art thou to thy William true ? 
** Unrifled are thy charms?” 

The shepherd cried, as swift he flew, 

And press’d her in his arms, 






































POETICAL MAGAZINE. 


Now, as around his neck she hung, 
«© Where, cruel, didst thou stay 2 

«« My love!” she cried, Joy chain’d her tongue, 
She sigh’d, and sunk away, 

A thousand mingled passions rose, 


And Willam’s bosom tore ; 
He saw her livid eyelids close, 





Perchance to ope no more ! 
Not haply so, her deep-drawn sighs 
Soon banish’d ev’ ry fear ; 
® Soon he pereeiv’d her swimming eyes 





Suffus’d with many a tear. 


a ¢* And dost thou, Mary, live for me?” 
t Exctlaim’d th’ enraptur’d swain ; 

be s¢ Ah! tell me, is thine honour free 
| ‘* From foul pollution’s stain ?”’ 


«¢ Yes, she is pure !” in hollow tones, 
A deep faint voice reply’d; 

‘* As pure as snow ;”’ here sighs and groans 
All further speech denied, 


Not twice three paces from the bow’r 
A bleeding soldier lay ; 

Again he spake—** Oh! give me pow’r 
“* To clear all doubts away. 


s* William, when lur’d by Music’s charms, 
‘* ’T'was thine to cross the Mole *, 

‘* Mary, then resting on thine arms, 
«* With love entranc’d my soul. 


‘* I told thee tales by Falsehood feign’d, 
‘¢ And play’d so well my part, 

** Thine honest friendship soon I gain’d, 
‘* But lost, alas! mine heart. os 





* A river in the north of Devon. 








204 POETICAL, MAGAZINE. 


«¢ Companions now, we reach’d this spot, 
** I mark’d yon green alcove ; 

«¢ We went with Mary to her cot, 
«< Nor spake I then of love. 







«< This day again, ill-fated hour ! 
«“ [ sought her calm retreat, 

«« And basely led her to the bow’s, 

*¢ Her William’s self to meet. 








*« She came !’”’ now faulter’d ev’ry word ; 
«“ I would, but Heav’n denied ; 
«* Th’ insulted virgin seiz’d my sword” — 
This said, he groan’d, and died. 
P—n’s Barn, Devonshire. A. Z. 
July 22, 1809. 
















HORACE.—B. I. Ode IV. 


aaa 






Sregn Winter with a frown retires, 
His icy fetters melt away, 

Dissolv’d by Spring’s enliv’ning fires, 

And sportive zephyrs gently play. 
















The sailor to his vessel hies, 
Her pendants waving in the wind ; 
Swift o’er the trackless main he flies, 
And leaves his native cliffs behind. 


The ploughmen quit their smoky huts, 
And, whistling, drive their teams a-field ; 
Each polish’d share its furrow cuts, 
And stybborn soils to labour yield. 


The kine, hous’d safely from the fall 

Of hail and snow in Winter’s reign, 
Forsake with joy their dingy stall, 
Aud nibbling flocks o’erspread the plain, 
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Now lovely damsels, fresh as morn, 
In troops to yonder meads repair, 
And, lightly tripping o'er the lawn, 
Inhale the fragrance of the air ;— 


And weave the wreath and garland gay, 
’*Gainst dewy eve, when they advance 

With shepherd swains at close of day, 
Beneath pale Luna’s beams to dance. 


_ The Cyclops kindle Vulcan’s fire, 


And roundly ply their sturdy blows ; 
Nor from the sultry heat retire ; 
Each at the sounding anvil glows. 


Come, crown’d with wreaths of fragrant flow’rs, 
Which teeming Nature plenteous yields; 
Invoke the fauns in sylvan bow’rs 
To bless your toil and guard your fields. 


Iinpartial Death, with equal fate, 
In palace or in cot destroys ; 

Nor here, in this uncertain state, 
Sheuld we expect unfading joys. 


The ruby lip, the sparkling eye, 
The cheeks where now fresh roses bloons, 
Must soon grow pallid, droop and die, 
And meulder in the silent tomb. 


Soon thou, my friend, shalt be forgot, 
Tho’ now of ev’ry scene the pride ; 
Nor e’er again shall be thy lot 
At festive table to preside. 








J. Brown. 
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MUNDESLEY *. 


ee 
Munp’stey! lone village! shall no Bard display 


Thy varied scenery ? the ocean’s reach 

Seen from thy tow’ring heights ? the settled beach ? 
The hill ? the vale ? meet subjects for his lay ! 
Albeit, like the labours of that hand, 
Which traces letters on thy tide-wash’d strand. 


What! shall the cliff my boyhood has explor’d 
(Task arduous, but not forc’d—the more desir’d) ; 
The beach, with jet-cornelian amber stor’d, 
The toil forgotten in the prize acquir’d ; 
Say ! shall these pass unnotic’d as a dream ? 
The Village alehouse on the tall cliff’s brow ? 
The spring too in the vale below ? 
Hence, thought profane! live all! live in the poet’s theme! 


Upon thy cliffs sublime ; 
(Where grows the harebell, and that simple flow’r TF 
Which blooms but in the noon-tide hour) 

Oft has he paus’d,—what time 


—- _—— 


ES, Bad ae “ 


ise ok 





* A small bathing-plece, im Norfolk, about six or seven miles 
from Cromer, and not quite so many from North Walsham; it has 
two machiues for the couvenience of the bathers; its beach is occa- 


sioually sprinkled with “ jet-cornelian and amber ;” aud its cliffs, in 
many places, are picturesque. It cannot, however, boast of afford- 
ing much accommodation for temporary visiters; as of two ale- 
houses (for such they are commonly called), the one mentioned in 
the pocin is by far the best ; and which, although poetical licence 
has placed it in Mandesley, properly speaking, is situated in the 
adjoining village, Paston, separated, however, from Mundesley, only 
by the * spring which turns the mill.’ Its situation, upon the ex- 
treme edge ofa cliff, gives to those who are in the room “ for better 
sort reserved,” and which is adorned with the pictures of the Prodi- 
gal Son in all his stages, the idea of being in the cabin of a vessel, 
the which, however pleasant to those who frequent the place solely 
for the sea-air, itis much to be feared will compel its tenants to seek 
another residence ere the winter is over, as the sea makes large 
encroacbments at Mundesley. 


+ Pimpernel, or shepherd's weather-glass. 
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Descending to the wave, 
Soft lustre to the scene the mellow’d sunbeam gave. 
Meantime, the freighted bark’s light oar, 
Dashing the wave, in safety gaiu’d the shore. 


Lash'd to the beach, the skiff— 
Lo! yonder train 

The wearied wariner and boy, attain 

By gradual ascent the well-known cliff; 
Where soon the lighted pipe, ‘* the nut-brown ale,” 
The social converse, and the casual tale, 
Haply of storm, of good or ill success, 
Give to the hour a zest no poet can express ! 


And oft too, in the neatly white-wash'd room, 
For better sort reserv’d, where seen around 
The Prodigal’s Return, his early doom; 
The fennell’d fire-place, and the sanded ground ; 
’Reft of its treasures gay, the closet’s hoard, 
‘¢ Which cheers, but not inebriates,”’ crown’d the board. 
There, Cromer! distaat from thy scenes away, 
Thy pier with fashion throny’d, thy ball-room gay, 
Memory ! thou lov’st te trace 
The chosen few ! 
The mischief-plotting heart, but serious face ; 
The poet, reckless of the trick design’d ; 
The chasten’d smile which spoke the happy mind, 
And in the present seem’d past pleasures to renew ! 
Say, are these joys to be pass’d by ? 
Oh, no! not e’en the sigh 
Breath’d when in mood not joyous and not grave ; 
Slowly the wave succeeding wave 
Points to the poet’s heart the moral lay ; 
Thus hour succeeds to hour, thus day succeeds to day. 
These harmless joys— 
E’en as the colours of yon bow prevail, 
Giving to glow you distant sail— 
A charm to life impart, which Time too soon destroys. 
VOL. I. 2P 
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Along yon winding way, ‘ 
Conducting to the vale, where brawling still 2 
The busy current turns the mill ; 

‘Then seeks the ocean, haply seen, 
Sweet sea-skip, from the cliffs between, 
At noontide oft the poet lov’d to stray. 
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Flow on, pure spring, and, as thou flow’st, 
Till in yon boundless ocean lost, 

Tell, as thou steal’st along the vale, 

Tell to the heart this plaiutive tale— 

‘¢ That, ah! like thee, life’s sever’d dream, 
Advent’rous youth, and cautious age, 5 
Its ardent hope, its counsel sage ; 2 
The poet’s minstrelsy, whose pow’r ’ 
So oft becuil’d the passing hour ; = 
The poet’s self, whose grateful toil, . 
That hour lov'd fondly to beguile ; 3 
When, Mund’sley! in thy praise, I ween, : 
Perchance, the poet’s lay was seen ; 

These, as in ocean lost thy simple stream, 

All, all shall pass away, forgot each trausient gleam. 





North Walsham. {.C, 
SSS ee 
ON VIRTUE. 

EE 


Say, dost thou wish to gain a lasting praise ? 
Oh! then, let virtue be thy constant aim ; 

Tis that alone thy deathless name can raise, 
E’en to the summit of immortal fame. 


For, ah! the nodding plumes, the pompous hearse, 
With all the idle pageantry of show, 

The blazon’d scutcheon, or the poet's verse, 
Are empty grief, and mockery of woe. 

| Axion. 
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THE DREAM: 
ADDRESSED TO MARIA, 


= ee 


As, wrapp’d in sleep, by dreams opprest, 
Death plac’d his cold hand on my breast ; 
Methought I felt Life’s fev’rish day, 
Declining, sink and die away ; 

Before mine eyes the cheerful light 

To twilight chang’d, and then to night ; 
Press’d by thine hands their lids were clos’d, 
And now in death my limbs repos’d. 

The soul awhile yet linger’d nigh, 

And drank thy tear, and breath’d thy sigh! 
As, when the taper’s form expires, 

Th’ exhausted flame by fits retires, 

Yet still th’ expiring taper burns, 

The flame, retiring, still returns ;— 

So on my lips the vital flame 

Yet burn’d, to breathe thy hallow’d name ; 
Thy trembling hand then snatch’d the lyre, 
And stay’d the spark of vital fire ; 

Till, rous’d to life by thy sweet breath, 

I felt retire the hand of Death : 

My bosom glow’d, my heart beat high, 
Thy radiant image fill’d mine eye ; 

With sweet delight thy form I press’d, 
Then woke, caressing and caress’d. 
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Mark ye that vast infatuated host, 

That gathers hostile on yon threat’ning coast ? 
See their proud banners glitt’ring as they fly ; 
Hear, hear their voices shouting to the sky! 
2P2 





ADDRESS TO THE NATIONS OF EUROPE. 
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Tis ** Victory or Death” they madly call ; 

Ah! Death, too surely, soon awaits them all. 
Think ye, deluded sous of wretched France, 

Britons will shrink to see your ranks advance ? 

Think you they fear to hear your cannons roar, 

With unavailing fury, on their shore ? 

Ye know them well ; ye also know their cause ; 

They fight to shield their country, King, and laws! 

A glorious cause ! ’twill nerve each Briton’s arm, 

Mock your vain efforts, all your pow’r disarm. 

But ye have basely and ignobly bled, 

To place a foreign savage o’er your head ; 

Whose wild ambition, in its boundless range, 

Seeks ev'ry ancient Governinent to change ; 

Enslaves all Europe, his base heart to please, 

And hopes to gain the empire of the seas. 

Oh, shame to France! Europeans, blush with shame. 

To give so mean a thing so great a name ! 

See Britain only dare the Tyrant’s arms, 

Spurn at his pow’r, and mock his rude alarms. 


Are all these liberties for ever fled, 
For which your fathers oft so nobly bled ? 
Will ye thus basely to the Tyrant yield, 
Nor bravely dare him to the hostile field ? 
The shades of warriors, which the peaceful grave 
Long held, now nightly in your cities rave— 
‘*« Degenerate race! was it for thee we fell ? 
‘¢ Shall future ages to their children tell 
** Ye sold your country’s freedom—basely flew 
“ From a foul ruffian, and his savage crew ? 
** Your ruin’d cities shall declare your shame; 
‘* Your fruitless fields your cowardice proclaim.” 


Rouse! let the clarion swell its warlike note, 
And high in air your ancient streamers float. 
Italia! call to mind the glorious days, 
When Rome her eagles did in battle raise ; 
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When your brave sons, with virtuous passions blest, 
Humbled all tyrants, succour'd the distrest ; 

When e’en the name of Roman was a charm 

That could a nation with a word disarm. 


Gallant Hispania ! oft thy valiant hosts 
Have gathered laurels on fur-distant coasts, 
Thro’ ev’ry clime have spread thy warlike name, 
By Mars enroll’d with those of deathless Fame. 
Not foreign climes alone thy valour prov’'d— 
Thy native soil thy great forefathers lov'd: 
When fierce Moriscos, with ferocious bands, 
Spread desolation o’er their smiling lands, 
Then were great deeds of noble daring done, 
Then many a well-fought battle too was won ; 
And then was spread the bright chivalric flame, 
That will immortalize the Spanish name: 


Fly quick to arms! the dreadful conflict wage, 
And tame the fury of Napoleon’s rage ; 
Then ancient Lusitania shall unite 
Her ranks with yours, to brave the vengeful fight > 
Let Liberty but warm each warrior’s breast, 
With glorious Vict’ry shall your arms be blest. 


On Alpine hills, whose tow’ring summits rise, 
In matchless grandeur, to the nether skies, 
* A hardy race had long in freedom rang‘d, 
Whose simple virtues ages had not chang’d. 
No wild ambition e’er their passions fir’d ; 
No mighty conquests were by them desir’d. 
Tho’ Nature form'd them brave, contented still 
They sang, and danc’d, or toil’d, from bill to hill: 
Or, like the chamois, climb'd the craggy steep, 
There tun’d the lute, and watch’d the playful sheep. 





Yet martial honours never were despis’d,— 
Valour by ev’ry youthful Swiss was priz’d. 
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Did hostile foes their native fields invade, 
Each hardy peasant was a soldier made; : 
Each cloud-topp’d mountain, and each blooming vale, 
Pour’d forth its heroes, ready to as-ail, 

Their noble deeds would many a voiuine swell, 

And many a hero envies Wiliiam Teil, # 
Who for his native mountains often bled, 
Was lov'd when living, is rever’d now deud. 


Not only thus their va!our wasdisplay'd, 
They oft from home in whole battalions stray’d ; 
Surrounding nations well their prowess knew, 
Purchas’d their aid, and still more potent grew. 
Oft did their sons with dauntless fronts advance, 
To fight the battles of ungrateful France : 

Ah! dire event! she bought their dearest blood 
Paid them with vices ! and unrivall’d stood, 

In deeds of deadly ill. Their virtues fled ; 

Their long-lov'd fields in ev’ry quarter bled. 
Discord, with fiend-like joy, beheld the day, 
When blood and slaughter mark’d her cursed way ; 
When Desolation, by Napoleon urg’d, 

A misled, unoffending, nation scourg’d. 


Thy plains, Germania ! drench’d with human gore— 
Thy thousands slain, thy heroes now no more— 
Thy plunder’d cities, thatin ruins lie— 
Thy orphans’ tears, the widow’s heartfelt sigh— 
Call for revenge! nor shall they call in vain, 
For great in arms shalt thou appear again. 
But, firet, among thy sons seek Heav'n-born Peace ; 
Unite thy kingdoms, let ali discords cease, 
Thy jealous feuds the arch apostate views, 
Smiles at thy weakness, and his wiles renews— 
More dreadful than his thund’ring cannons’ roar, 
Most dreadful when apparent danger’s o’er ; 
Which, like a secret canker in the bud, 
Destroys thy vitals, drinks thy bravest blood. 
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When the weak limbs against the head complain, 
When one bold limb another would restrain, 
When each would act without the other's aid, 
What wild confusion in the whole is made ! 
Soon a sad wreck the ruin’d trunk shall lie, 
Nor claim from Pity e’en a single sigh. 


Wake, brave Germania! e’er it be too late ; 
Rest not supinely in thy humbled state: 
Thy sons no more their brothers’ blood must shed, 
By tierce Napoleon and his minions led ; 
Thou must learn wisdom from the evils past, 
Join thy brave armies in a league so fast, 
That all the machinations of the foe 
Henceforth no fata! jealousies shall sow. 
The hungry tigers still with fary growl, 
The dreadful bioodhounds for more carnage howl; 
Napoleon, like the fox, but stays his rage, 
That more destructive warfare he may wage: 
For arms prepare! trust not the crocodile, 
Who whines to lure, and d—ns thee with a smile. 


Oh, thou fell monster! dar’st thou to survey 
The scenes that mark thy desolating sway ? 
View the fair cities by thy fiends destroy’d, 
Which long each peaceful blessing had enjoy’d ; 
View towns and villages, to ruin tost, 
Curs’d by thy madness, and for ever lost ; 
Hear groans of anguish from the wounded rise, 
And call down vengeance from the angry skies ; 
Then say what demon can possess thy soul ? 
What child of darkness does thy mind coutrol ? 
Say, if thou dar’st, thou dost not live in dread 


That Jove’s loud thunders soon may strike thee dead — 


Avenge the world with one terrific blow, 
And send thee, howling, to the shades below. 


Holland, enslav’d, bewails with many a sigh 
Her days of splendour, and of liberty ; 
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When her proud vessels did in safety sail 
With ev’ry breeze, and sported in the gale, 
Extending commerce to each distant coast— 
Their country’s strength, its int’rest, and its boast : 
Fain‘d for industry did her merchants roam 

To climes far ditf’rent from their native home : 
The distant east, e’en Java's noisome soi}, ‘ 
Check'd not their ardour, but beheld their toil ; 
The scorching west has seen their painful care, 
Each source of traffic and each gain to share ; 

W here’er was proilit, thither wouid they steer, 











Nor winds, nor seas, nor climates, ever fear. 
In battle too she has distinguish’d shone; 

Her hardy tars with Britons have alone 

Dar’d to coutest the empire of the main, 


And many a bloody conflict did maintain, = 
Now, sad reverse! by Poverty oppress’d, . 
Their country by a foreiguer possess'd, p 
Their commerce gone, their wonted spirit droops, i 
Aud to Napoleon's puppet monarch stoops: 4 


Yet, let them find the Tyrant is no more, 
Or let them hear his dreadful dyiug roar, 
They’ll break their chains, their truest int’ rest see, 
Destroy their King, and make their country free! 


Mistaken Gallia! tell me what you gain 
By this vile Corsican’s detested reign ? 
What are the joys his conquests can impart, 
To warm the soul, or animate the heart ? 
Surely your breasts with ev’ry blessing glow ; 
You can no sorrow, no distresses, know : 
His arms, to you, must peace and plenty give 
Ye must most happily and safely live. 


Ah! say, say truly, he your reason blinds, 
That empty sounds of conquest fill your minds ; 
Say for false fame your gallant youths are. torn 
Far from their homes, to distant nations borne, 
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By fierce Barbarians! doom’d to swell the host 
Of licens’d murd’rers! vile Napoleon’s boast : 
To wade in blood, each gen’rous tie disown, 

To place some creature on a conquer’d throne ; 
For these your children live a tyrant’s slaves, 
Or sink, unpitied, to their early graves ! 

Do ye not sanction these atrocious deeds ? 
Yes, ’tis thro’ you distracted Europe bleeds : 
You arm’d the viper with his deadly sting ; . 
You made him Emperor! Italia’s King ! 

You, who for Freedom did the world defy, 
And nobly fought for sacred Liberty, 

Now meanly stoop to the Usurper’s will, 
Bear his oppressions, suffer ev’ry ill : 

Ye are his slaves! his power to advance, 
Ye curse for e’er the name of abject France. 
He is a Conqueror! and that alone 

The want of ev’ry virtue must atone. 


Short-sighted man the present only views ; 
Fearless of change, a phantom he pursues ; 
As if all-wise, he forms the airy plan, 
Presumes each method and each mean to scan ; 
Pursues with eagerness the wish’d-for prize, 
Which mocks his grasp, and from him further flies ; 
Plunges in guilt, his happiness destroys, 
Each art of deep duplicity employs 
To gain that end, which, should he e’er attain, 
Proves all his labour and his wisdom vain. 
The Power ethereal acts from secret laws, 
The first, the last, the only righteous cause ; 
He, whose omniscience does the world survey, 
Will, in his season, his dread pow’r display ; 
His arm omnipotent shall peace restore, 
And proud oppressors shall destroy no more. 


Britons, be firm ! your justly-envied Isle 
May at the frowns of haughty despots smile; 
VOL, I, 2@ 
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Bless’d by indulgent Heav’'n, your sea-girt shore, 
Hears billows dash, the howlmg tempests roar, 
The thunders break, the piercing lightnings blaze, 
The battle’s rage fill Europe with amaze: 

The fate of war whole nations may deform, 

But thou shalt rise superior to the storm. 


In vain does France her pygmy boats prepare ; 
To face thy bulwarks let them madly dare ! 
Not all the force Napoleon e’er can gain 
Shall wrest from thee the empire of the main! 
Oh, glorious race ! to thee all nations fly, 
True sons of Honour and of Liberty ! 
Thy rocky coasts are sacred to her name, 
Thy tars are arm’d by Freedom’s purest flame ; 
With them her lucid standard does she rear, 
Which ne’er shall droop, nor threat’ning Danger fear. 
While mad Napoleon of invasion raves, 
Britons shall sing, ‘* Britannia rules the waves.” 


But, should yon host our gallant tars elude, 
And on our Isle in fierce array intrude, 
Led by their mighty chief, each man will cry, 
‘* Fly to avenge the world ! brave Britons, fly ! 
‘¢ The Tyrant falls on Britain’s happy shore,— 
** Europe is free! shall be enslav’d no more !”’ 


‘«* Launch ev’ry boat;’’—I hear the dire command, 
** Loose ev’ry sail; and quit the Gallic land ; 
‘* Britain is ours! her haughty banners farl’d, 
‘* France with a nod shall rule the frighted world.” 


Now, Britons, arm ! the Conqueror draws nigh, 
Curs’d be the wretch who e’en attempts to fly ! 
Your honour, homes, your wives, your children call ; 
Conquer or die! be free, or nobly fall ! 

Your country ne’er to hostile France did bow, 
She shall not humble to her armies now ; 
True to your country, for its rights contend, 
And prove Britannia Europe’s firmest friend ! 
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Shadwell, Aug. 7, 1809. R. B. 















































ee ce ch hh eE hd 
he eae 


Bs) Repeats Pe gO at Es 


“ 


za 
ce 
eke 
oe 
PAN Sy 
pag: 
by 
‘ 






































POETICAL MAGAZINE, 


TO ROSA. 


eRe 


WHILE yet the vital spark burns bright, 

While youth permits each fond delight, 
And ev’ry pulse beats high, 

Ah! let us, Rosa, seize the hour, 

Nor check the joys within our pow’r, 
For youth will quickly fly. 

The blooming cheek, the auburn hair, 

The sparkling eye, the face so fair, 
Alas! must lose their charms ; 

For age, with slow, yet certain, pace, 

“Steals on, and rifles ev’ry grace, 

Nor yields to mortal arms, 


H. S. 








TO THE UNKNOWN AUTHOR OF CQ:LEBS. 


ee 


Lone had a false but specious taste prevail’d, 
Thro’ which our youths were fatally assail’d ; 
The great palladium of the British laws, 

The British press, became th’ unconscious cause. 


Here all are readers, from the prelate down 
To him who makes the mitred prelate’s gown ; 
Or from the fair, who glitters at the court, 
To her who toils for ev'ry day’s support. 
Hence public libraries in ev'ry street 
Attract our notice, and our wishes meet, 
Where the young virgin, and the servaut wench, 
The ’prentic’d lad, and student for the bench, 
Procure the floating novels of the day, 
Imbibe their priaciple, and learn their way. 
As these were wrong, so they were wrongly taught, 
And big with mischief was the method fraught : 
2Q2 
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The writers all were venal, or, at best, 

Morals and manners were their only test ; 

Ev’n they, whose names stood foremost on the roll, 
Wrote for the body, but forgot the soul ; 

None dar’d to take Religion for a theme, 

But dipp’d their pens in Error’s wand’ring stream. 


Twas left for thee to form the grand design, 
To make a NOVEL speak of truths divine, 
Explain Salvation’s great and glorious plan, 

The Christian covenant ’tween God and man ; 
That faith alone is not approv’d above, 

Unless it works by charity and love ; 

And our best works may yet be good for nought, 
Unless in pure obedience they are wrought. 


These are the truths that gild thy ample page, 
And catch th’ attention of a giddy age, 
As doctors oft, to cure their patients’ ill, 
Are fore’d to cheat them with a gilded pill; 
So hast thou us’d a laudable disguise, 
To gain our reading, and to make us wise ; 
To lash our vices, yet conceal the rod, 
And lead our views to goodness and to God, 


Thine be the meed of well-deserv’d applause, 
Of self-approval from a righteous cause. 
Oh! then, no longer seek to hide thy name, 
But in the temple of terrestrial Fame i 
Let Time enrol it, with the world’s acclaim. 








SIMILES NON SEMPER CONVENIUNT. | 


RRR 


Op Roger gets drunk ev’ry day of his life, 

And seldom seen sober is Dorcas his wife; 

A pair better suited were never by Nature, 

He a drunkard in grain, she a dram-drinking creature : 

Worse wife or worse husband there cannot well be— 

Tis strange, so alike, aie! should never agree. 
Devonshire. A. Z, 
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ENIGMA. 
EE 
As poetry charms me, I like to intrude 
Where genius and language at once may be view’d; 
And as in reality these may be seen, 
The pages delight me of your Magazine. 
But lest some, on perusing these verses, should say, 
That in flattery only my visits I pay, 
An exordium I’}] wave, and likewise dispense 
With all panegyric, and boldly commence. 
First find the young god who from Semele sprung, 
Whose fame in all ages the toper has sung ; 
Next the name of the nymph (I pray do not refuse) 
Whom Jove in the form of a bull did abuse; 
The beautiful maiden present to our view, 
Expos’d to a monster whom Perseus slew ; 
A title of Juno, majestic in mien, 
The daughter of Saturn, and Heaven’s great queen ; 
Now Hercules’ son, who much torment endur’d, 
But by the same arrow was wounded and cur’d ; 
The damsel whom Jsis transform'd to a man, 
And £tolia’s king, whom fair Jdas outran ; 
Now lastly relate, and my Muse asks no more, 
The river of hell, by which deities swore. 


When in one word th’ above initials meet, 
Pleased we behold with what this work’s replete. 

















EXTEMPORE, 


On reading the Lines of Philo, in No. V. of the Poet. 


Mag. p. 265. 


tee. ee 
Poor S. Y.’s Muse for to defeat, 
What pains did the great Philo take; 
His censure and his self-conceit, 
Nay, almost made Parnassus shake. 


ALIQUIS, 

































a Mite 


. 
ssa taaeeeer cee os NI re Or 9 -- 
on 3 : Scag =~ re 





SA A I ty OC IM cals og 
= ” ‘ oo * . 
‘ ? ee Oy, 





POETICAL MAGAZINE. 


LINES 


ADDRESSED TO PETER PRY, ESQ. AUTHOR 
' © MARMION TRAVESTIED.” 
——a 
Dear Sir, 
I Know your inclination 
To gain the public approbation, 
But doubt your power to succeed, 
Unless we take the will for deed ; 
A thing I’m very loath to do, 
From such a gentleman as you. 


Authors in ev’ry age were prone 
To censure writings not their own, 
And this, as far as I can see, 
Will fit the present century ; 
Ergo, to prove the matter true, 
From the same cause I censure you.— 
You know this proverb, I dare say, 
«* Pull out the beam,” and so forth; eh? 
But you’re a writer much too bold, 
To practise rules so very old ;— 
This well-known maxim you despise, 
By plucking motes from other eyes, 
Rememb’ring to forget alone, 
That d——d great beam that’s in your own. 
Truth is, I’m griev’d for lack of pence ; 
1 bought your book, (Jove help my sense !) 
For which I mean, when time be meet, 
To practise penance in a sheet. 


Say! what the devil urg’d thee on, 
To write burlesques of Marmion ? 
A task for which thou art not fit, 
From total lack of rhyme and wit. 
Take thy production, friend, and look 
Throughout the compass of the book ; 
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Thy pages ev’rywhere abound, 


With tricks on grammar, sense, and sound : 


Such little faults as these are not 
In ev’ry page of Walter Scott ; 
Nor do I mean to say is he 

From various errors wholly free; 
His many imperfections shew 
That no true poet breathes below ; 
Yet ev’ry stupid scribbling elf 
Thinks he can rival Scott Aémse//. 


Dar’st thou, unblushing, look upon 
Thy ‘* Travestie of Marmion,” 
And call it reason, verse, or sense, 
To which it can have no pretence ? 
And yet, whenever rhymes appear, 
So bad, they crack both tooth and eur, 
Thou add’st a comment thereupon,— 
«© Just such a rhyme in Marmion !” 
Whereas, in fact, this smart rebuff 
Is meant as shelter to thy stuff. 
I think that Mrs. C——y’s ditty 
Is not intended to be witty, 
Because, in such a case, no doubt, 
Some sort of wit had been found out; 
But this, however, all may see, 
It does not want obscenity. 





























Lair EO gO ta ta 








Wouldst thou commend thee to the Muse, 


Pursue the plan I’d have thee choose; 
Burn thy production, eat thy pen, 
Nor ever try to rhyme again ! 










FoRcEps, 
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A FAMILIAR AND DESCRIPTIVE TALE. 
[Concluded from p. 237.] 
ee 
AvuTHOR.—YouR virtuous system I commend, 

But Vice, | fear, will have its end, 

While such examples, high in life, 

Exist ’twixt modern * man and wife : 

But here we'll leave this moral theme, 

As moral writing few esteem ; 

Besides, my tale is not yet o’er, 

Having a trifle still in store, f 

Which I'll proceed in to explore, 

I next paid visit to the play, 

But how unlike a former day, 

When Garrick, Woodward, Yates, and King, 

Were Nature’s self—the very thing, 

And, by the powers of their art, 

Could raise a laugh, or wring the heart, 

And so possess the mind and soul, 

As at their will the crowd control. 

But now (I have them in my eye) 

There are, who give us mimicry, 

And simple Nature they defy; 

And, by strange comic pow’rs of face, 

Oft turn what’s serious to grimace, 

Let this avoided be with care, 

They’re tricks the ignorant ensnare. 

Yet here, in justice, 1 admit, 

Many there are of actors fit, 

Who do strict justice to the part, 

And touch the feelings of the heart : 

As Kemble, Bannister, and Young, 

All actors of the first renown ; 

With Siddons, Jordan, and a few, 

Who act to Life and Nature true. 





* Quicquid est boni moris lintate extinguitur.--SeNn Zc a- 
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The traits of Nature Shakspeare drew, 
Both pleasing and instructive too, 

But modern Bards with this dispense, 
And give us tinsel for his sense ; 

And if they make the gall’ries roar, 
They think their stuff’s of richest ore ; 
And next turn critics, (modest men !) 
T’ applaud what issues from their pen; 
And boldly hiat (with equal ease), 

The oft’ner seen the more they please 
But here I'll stop, lest you, my friend, 
Should think I mean them to commend; 
Whereas, in truth, I’ve wish’d before 
That these same wits. would write no more ; 
And managers alone give way 

To ev’ry good and well-wrote play, 
Regardless of all int’rest made 

To turn the drama to a trade, 

Let Sheridan and Colman write, 

In whom both taste and wit unite; 
And leave all sing-song airs and grace, 
To charm us in its proper place ; 

And keep the British stage confin’d t 


In Garrick’s days were brought to view } 


To what it was at first design’d, 

To charm and moralize the mind. 

And here my little Tale I'll close, 
Leaving all censure to my foes ; 

For such, no doubt, each author makes, 
Who such-like scribbling undertakes. 


Frienp.—And yet, if well I know vour heart, 
You think you've topp’d the scribbling art ; 
And all your modesty’s a snare, 

In hopes the critic-lash they’ll spare: 
But let me tell you, as a friend, 
There are who never do commend ; 
VOL, I. 2R 
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For if like * Colman you could write, 
And all his talents could unite, 

Still some there are, call’d Envy’s elves, 
Would damn, because they write themselves ; 
Who never spare, but cut and hack, 
Till you're laid open to the back, 

But, courage, friend ! and boldly tell 
These pioneers you know so well, 

That if they scalp or you or I, 

They on the wheel but break a fly ; 
And whether censure or applause 
Attends yonr little rhyming cause, 
They'll ne'er disturb your rest at night, 
Or check your cacoethes by’t ; 

For men will write, and some will read, 
Tho’ critics flay you till yeu’re dead. 


L—b—th-R—d. \—. 





=== =a 


TO THE CANDID READER. 





Quod spiro, et placeo, si placeo, tuum est.—Hor. Ode 3. Lib. 4. 


— 

SHovup I have pleas’d, as please I may, 
*Tis your good humour makes the play ; 
For, let us write whate’er we will, 

If you’re not pleas’d, our work goes ill : 
Then let me hope, nor hope in vain, 
You'll here and there excuse—a stain. 





* On whom the playfal Muses ever smile, 
Smooth flow his lines, and humorous his style. 
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CONWAY CASTLE: 
[With an Engraving.) 
I 
‘¢ HieH-sorn Hoel’s harp” no more 
Was heard upon the craggy shore; 
Freedom’s all-inspiring strain 
Ne more was wafted to the western main; 
The trembling strings were silent, that could charm 
Cambria’s brave sons to meet th’ invading foe ; 
And niute the voice that call’d to arm 
From the high mountain and the vale below : 
Nor did the tyrant’s will afford 
The pow’r to sheath the bloody sword, 
Till his encrimson’d banners wav’d 
O’er vanquish’d valour, and a realm enslav’d; 


Conway ! then thy tow’rs arose 
’Mid thy bleeding country’s woes ! 


It was not pride, it was not state, 

That rais’d thee high and made thee great ; 

’ But fell ambition, to control 

Cambria’s brave and stubborn soul. 

Within thy walls no sacred Bard appear’d, 
Nor was the harp’s loud clangor heard, 

To sing th’ heroic deeds of times long past ; 
No sacred Bard surviv'd, the last 

Of all the slaughter’d band, to tell 

That in their country’s cause they fell ; 

To Heav'n’s high throne for vengeance cried, 
Then grasp’d their tunéless harps, and died ! 


But many an age has pass’J away, 
Conway ! since thy halls were gay 3 
Since, within thy courtly bow’rs, 
Pleasure wak’d the laughing hours ; 
But the ling’ring hand of Time 
Still leaves the awful form sublime, 

Z2R2 
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To charm th’ exploring eye ; 
While woods bedeck the mountain’s side, 
Impending o’er th’ impetuous tide, 

In wild variety: 


Britain, now with freedom crown’'d, 
Leaves these proud turrets to decay ; 
She wants no castle’s strength, or high-rais’d mound, 
Té check the battle’s stern array, 
Secure in his benignant sway, 
Whose sceptred virtues guard the throne, 
Who feels his people’s happiness his own ; 
And, when for war she doth prepare, 
Looks in each British heart, and sees a fortress there ! 








EPITAPH 
To the Memory of Mr. Joespu Noet, an Artist of the most dis- 


tinguished Abilities, who died in the osth Year of his Age. 


a 


Cov tp soundest judgment, tho’ in manhood’s prime— 
Could Truth or Merit ward the stroke of Time— 
Could Genius, Science, Worth, or Virtue save— 
Thou hadst not tenanted this dreary grave ! 
How great thy loss too evident appears 
In thy fond parents’ sighs, thy widow’s tears ; 

In the affliction of each tender friend, . 

Who to this sacred spot their footsteps bend, 
Where, tho’ no titles deck the modest stone, 

No blazou’d arms, no trophied pomps, are shown, 
It yet records a greater, nobler, fame— 
Unblemish’d honour and a spotless name ! 


G. Cc, N. 
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LINES 
ADDRESSED TO MARY. 
te ce 
Mary, farewell! it must be so! 
The mandate from high Heaven proceeds ; 
Yet can I help this bitter throe, 
When thus my ravag’d bosom bleeds ? 


Long have I lean’d on Hope and thee, 
Entwin’d my wishes round thy form ; 

Now, like the woodbine from the tree, 
Bend, rudely rent by Fortune’s storm. 


Rave on, ye winds! up-tear the wood, 
And crush ine with some rock’s descent ; 
But may the closing oaks defend 
The tender stem from which I’m rent! 


Still may the summer-breeze refresh, 
And genial Sun upon it smile; 
And sooth its morn, and deck its eve, i 
Transplanted to a better soil. | 


And do we part to meet no more ? 
And shall our stems no more entwine ? 

Ah! must I, on a distant shore, 
Complain that Mary is not mine? i} 

Then unenjoy’d will Summer shine, 
Unheeded too the Winter rave ; 

On Bogie’s banks I still must pine 


Or muse upon the cruel waye. 
DEVERONNIS. 





-  - - 


TO AN ENVIOUS AND CHURLISH CRITIC. 


tee ee 
Suppose it true my verse is bad, 
And here and there a faulty line; a. 
They still are surely not so sad, i 
As to improve, kind Sir, by thine. if 
L—th-R—d. oF 
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LINES 


On some very high Rocks or Scars, concerning which there is a Pro- 
phecy that they shall be the last Refuge ef the British, in case of 
Invasion. 

NN REE ce 

How steep are yon scars! how tremendous their height ! 
How gloomy and sad are the mountains around ! 

Aloft, thro’ the mist, shrieks the bird of the night, 
While it fluttering sails o’er the dazzling profound. 


Why monrn’st thou, thou dark-plumed bird of the rock, 
Thy high airy nest independent and free ? 

Not nations that meet in the fierce-striving shock 
Can boast that proud freedom which centres in thee. 


How rudely uprear’d are the rocks around spreading ! 
How lonely the cataracts awfully sound ! 

The wild bounding sheep here are fearfully feeding 
*Midst the ruins of Time, which envelop the ground. 


Twas here that the Prophetess boldly bespoke 

That the last shatter’d remnant of happier lands, 
Indignantly spurning the harsh foreign yoke, 

Should burst from thy scars on the slaughtering bands. 


’Tis here that young Hope, still contemptuously scorning 
The shackles which Idleness forms for the brave, 

As the gray rising sun that bright beamsin the morning, 
Still light from Misfortune, and fresh from its grave. 


From Luxury’s lap, where, detain’d by soft pleasures, 
Relax’d are the sinews and strength of the soul, 

Where, reeling around with the mirth-varying measures, 
The passions impetuously break thro’ control. 


But brac’d by such glooms is the heart’s warm emotion, 
The strong heartfelt fire to glory attain, 
Conspicuous to blaze in the battle’s commotion, 
To shine in the senate, or sweep o’er the main. 
Maaxcvs. 
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FROM THE GREEK ANTHOLOGIA.—Ep. 84. 
aE a 


Es ut Qirdvra Dirsic, dirrn acs, es Os ws micticy 
Ov Torcoy pigtic, oocoy eyw oF Dirw, 
ama 


IF you love me as I love you, 
To kiss is all we have to do; 
But should your love, my dainty Kate, 
On sudden change, and turn to hate, 
I swear by Love, and swear it true, 


You cannot hate as I love you. 
L—th-R—d. Vv—. 




















EPIGRAM.—FROM MARTIAL. 
BY THE SAME. 


em CI 


I KEEP, you say, a house so poor, 
Jt makes you often pass my door ; 
But let not this your mind torment, 
For, to be plain, I’m quite content. 













——<—— 


t 








SOCRATES AND HIS COT. 
BY THE SAME. 
a 


Wuevw Socrates was building him a cot, 
In some retired and adjoining spot, 
His neighbours wonder’d, and would oft dispute 
How such a cot so great a man could suit: 
To which the sage philosopher replied, 
I’ve known the world, and all its friendship tried ; 
And, small as this same spot and cottage seem, 
*T will hold the friends I value and esteem, 
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THE PRIMROSE. 


NEBR 


Sweet modest flow’ret, that beneath the thorn 
Unfold’st thy beauties in the lonely dell, 
I meet thy fragrance in the breeze of morn, 
In wilds where Solitude and Silence dwell. 
How like the rustic poet’s lot is thine, 
Whom Nature taught the simple song to rajse; 
Doom’d in oblivion’s darkest shades to pine, 
He chaunts, but seldom gains the meed of praise! 
So in some pathless desert thou art known 


To shed thy sweet perfume, and fade unknown, 
Pir. 





— 





— 


\ 
LINES 


On the Question being proposed at one of the Debating Socicties, 
“* Whether Woman has a Soul ?” 


a 


WHEN you, Sir, thus yourself express’d, 
‘* Is woman of a soul possess’d ?” 
There was no doubt with me; 
I felt that, if no souls were giv’n 
‘To women,—there were none in Heav’n; 
And then—no Heaven for me. 








THE CONTENTED MAN. 
i cee 

ALTHO’ for Wealth I never ask, 
Contented in my sphere, 

Yet, Poverty, be this thy task, 
Ne’er set your footing here ; 

For there’s in both so much amiss, 

I neither wish for that or this. 

L—ith-R—d. 











